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Images
by JaneM.H.Bigelow
He was not silver, but red gold as the sand; he was
not large, but wiry as a goat; he was not gentle, but
fierce as the rocks behind him.
He stared at the intruder tensely, nostrils flared. The
spiraled edge of his single horn glinted in the sun.
Kelley stared back, fear and fascination chasing
each other in circles. Was she losing her mind? Having
heatstroke? Was he real? That horn looked real. She
stood as still as he, not wishing to put theory to the test.
He snorted, and stamped one hoof. It rang on the
rock like metal.
She flinched, raising one arm to protect herself and
bumping her camera in the process. Good thing she'd
been using the normal lens. That ought to be just right.
She stepped back again slowly, cocking the shutter.
His ears flicked forward at the sound, and he tossed
his head. He advanced as much as she had retreated.
This was about the right distance for a good shot, if
he were indeed real. He was probably heatstroke. And
if not?
She clicked the shutter once, rapidly, racked the film
forward and raised the camera to try for a better shot.
No such luck. The unicorn shrieked and raced
downhill, horn lowered. She fled backwards a few
steps, until a yucca leaf stabbed her left calf. Then she
turned and ran flat out, slipping where the sand had
drifted and gaining speed on the rocky stretches.
Finally, gasping for breath, she had to stop. She
turned again, and saw no unicorn, nothing moving.
The only sound was her own breath.
She sat down where she was and shrugged out of
her daypack. Slowly, her heartbeat returned to normal.
She drank thirstily from her canteen, amazed to find it
still attached to her belt. With a painful effort, she
stopped before she'd drunk all the water.
Why was it always farther back to the road than it
had been walking away from it? Grimly, she trudged
back to her battered Jeep Commando across the wiry
high-desert grasses.
Unicorns, for pity's sake. How long was it since
she'd been unicorn bait, even assuming unicorns did
exist? Oh well, she'd been alone long enough. Maybe it
had grown back.
In any case, whatever that beast was, it was not a
unicorn. No. Mutant goat? Escaped mutant oryx from
down in Phoenix, wandered several hundred miles
from home? Desert-induced nervous breakdown?
It had better not be the last alternative. She had a

day-long drive back to her own place, assuming decent
road conditions, and Carson Springs was another halfday past that. This was neither the time nor the place
for a nervous hissy. Therefore, she would not have one.
She would concentrate on nursing the Mechanics
Revenge across the arroyos between here and there.
It was noon of the next day before she pulled up
outside her own adobe walls. Nudging a garter snake
aside with her foot, she resolved again to spend some
time mudding those walls soon, very soon now. Fust,
though, she wanted a look at that film. Tired and
grubby though she was, she developed the film and
printed a contact sheet.
There was certainly something strange there. The
lastframewasanover-exposed blur, but the next to last
demanded an explanation.
Even the largest enlargement the grain of the film
would allow didn't quite tell her enough. Taken headon, with the creature's mane blown up and back by the
wind of its running, the picture still didn't show
whether that was really one horn, or two horns grown
together. "You can do that to goats-drcuses make their
'unicorns' like that- you're pretty big for a goat,
though ... "
Carefully, she hung up the photograph and disposed of her chemicals. Even more carefully,she stored
the negatives away from dust. She'd tiled the closet
before she turned it into a darkroom, but dust found its
way in. There must be no damage to this roll of film.
As she considered what to do next she swayed with
fatigue. Oh all right, all right, she muttered to her body.
You can have your shower and your food. I suppose
you want a beer, too?
Shower and dinner done, she sat at her kitchen table
and stared at the photograph, running one hand
through her short, light brown hair. How could he be
real? How could any large animal remain unknown
anywhere in the southwest? Grazing was too sparse to
support many animals, and cover too scarce to conceal
them. On the other hand, there was plenty of empty
space to hide in. Perhaps it was a new subspecies of
antelope? Well, that was easier to believe than
unicorns. Too bad. Weren't unicorns supposed to
purify water? Most of the local water could use it.
She had to find him again. One photograph could
be called trick photography. Besides, he was the most
beautiful thing that she had seen in years of
photographing the high desert, "I don't mean you any
harm," she murmured to the photograph. ''But I've got
to know what you are."
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She was short on money. Should she call Ed at the
university? He'd bought her work for the area guides
series several times before, and even persuaded administration to give her an advance on long projects.
But getting money out of the U for your own project
took time, and meant telling them all about what you
were doing and how you were doing it, why you were
doing it, and what noble aim it would achieve. Besides,
it was such a pain in the ass convincing them that
anyone without a doctorate knew anything.
No, she'd go it alone for now. For.once, she had
some money in the bank; not much, but enough to carry
her for a week or so. Several of the other photographs
looked salable. There might even be a check in her post
office box. She'd have to look tomorrow afternoon
when she mailed off the new photos. Might just send
Ed a copy of this one and see what he thought."
In fact, there were two checks in am6ng the bills and
last-chance ads in her post office box. For a change,
Kelley smiled as she walked into the bank.
She was still smiling the next morning as she set off
into the desert. The jeep rattled merrily along the rutted
road, but she'd packed her stores of canned goods,
oranges, and freeze-dried packets in too tightly for
them to be much disturbed. Most carefully packed of
all, her camera gear and film rested secure in their
insulated box in front of the passenger's seat with a
thick envelope of topographic maps giving additional
protection.
The morning gave little hint of the heat to come, and
a shower had damped down the dust. Certain that no
one could hear her, Kelley sang to herself as she drove.
She laughed when she recognized the tune she was
assaulting. To the greenwood, indeed! Not unless you
counted some scrubby juniper.
There was no sure sign of the beast at the rocks
where she had seen him first, nor anywhere that first
day. The grass in the space between the rocks was
crushed down, but there was no telling which animal
had done that. The faint trail leading back into the
rocky outcrop disappeared on the other side. For lack
of better clues, Kelley drove on up a jeep trail that went
in roughly that direction. The next day she found a few
hoofprints too large for wild goats, though much the
same shape, well to the west of the road. That rated
three photographs, taken with a ruler beside the prints.
It also merited a change of direction.
For about thirty seconds the next day, Kelley was
sure she saw him on the ridge line parallel to the road.
If she did, he was able to tread loose dirt and pine
needles without leaving a mark. Even so, she spent two
days camped there, hiking out during the day and
returning to the Commando to sleep.
"You tease," she muttered at the end of the fifth day,
having seen nothing again. "You desert will-of-thewisp. Well, I've got plenty of water and a good jeep, so
don't try luring me off into some mystical trap."
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The next morning, she woke to find frost covering
her sleeping bag. It glimmered on the wide, flat ovals
of the prickly pears and the edges of the rocks. It lay
thickly near her sleeping bag where her breath had
condensed. There, in the middle of the thickest frost,
was one clear hoofprint.
Kelley lay unmoving for several seconds, feeling
cold in spite of the warmth of her down bag. What was
this, a challenge? A threat? Should she be more careful
"what she said? Damn, one thing she liked about the
desert was that she hardly ever had to watch what she
said.
"Mustn't anthropomorphiie," she told herself firmly. Then, ignoring the purely physical chill that hit
when she scrambled out of her bag, she photographed
the print.
Kelley dressed, struck camp and threw her belongings into the jeep. If only there had been more than one
hoof print! It made it impossible to tell where the
animal had been going. Still, she'd been away from
water for several days. Unless this really was some
fairy tale animal that could do without water, he must
have gone looking for some source of it.
Her topo map showed several intermittent ponds in
the area. Their water would be highly alkaline now;
there'd been no real rain in weeks. Some of the native
animals could handle incredible levels of alkali,
though. Kelley climbed into the jeep and drove off.
Someone must have bladed off the road recently;
she didn't have to give all her attention to avoiding
potholes. That let the questions at the back of her mind
work their way forward.
Was that hoofprint left as a deliberate challenge? Or
was the beast as curious about her as she was about it?
It had been close enough to have run her through
with that horn if it had cared to do so. That thought was
both alarming and comforting.
She had given up wondering why no one else had
ever seen such a beast, or at least had never mentioned
it if they had. It didn't matter. She knew now that he

existed.
She checked her supplies meticulously. There was
enough to last another four days if she were careful.
Water was the biggest problem; so much of the food on
a long trip like this had to be dried. If the Commando's
radiator held out, she would have just enough to search
two of the lakes and get to Ft. Hinton for supplies
enough to get her home again.
The first of the lakes was no lake at all, but only a
cracked mudflat surrounded by yucca and yellowing
grasses. Kelley stopped long enough to eat an orange,
letting the sweet juice trickle down her throat. Then it
was on to the next lake.
There was a little water there, but not much, and at
first no sign of the unicorn. Kelley was about to leave
when she realized that there was something strange
about that water. It should have been cloudy, full of silt

and mineral salts; instead, it was so clear that Kelley
scooped up a little and tasted it.
It tasted sweet, with none of the alkali taint she'd
expected. Still, she drank no more than the one sip; no

alkali didn't mean no microorganisms.When she rose
to go, she saw the hoofprints.
There were four this time, facing the water. And a
yucca leaf had snagged a long golden hair.
· Kelley untangled it carefully.She'd have guessed at
a wild palomino, except for those goatlike hoofprints.
There were a number of smaller tracksbeside the pool,
but the cloven prints were the only ones large enough
for the animal who'd lost that long hair.
Wrapping the hair· absent-mindedly around one
finger, she went back to thejeep. She'd meant to search
only these two lakes, but she'd been able to eliminate
~e first one so quickly that she might be able to do a
little more before heading into Ft. Hinton.
She'd been in that jeep enough today. Kelley found
a flat rock shaded by some junipers and unfolded her
map.
Her few sightings led in a ragged spiral. She was
almost even with the first one now, but considerably
farther north. It was almost as if the unicorn was leadi~g her away from someplace, leaving just enough
signs to draw her on.
If there could be such a beast at all, why couldn't it
have intelligence enough to lead her away from its
home? A mother bird would try similar tricks, on a
smaller scale. '1 don't want to hurt you," Kelley murmured. "But damn, I want to see you again."

She shrugged. "May as well be hanged for a sheep
as a lamb." Quickly, she folded her map to show only
the central section. Guessing by the tangle of contour
lines, it was rough enough to hide almost anything.She
started the jeep again, glanced at the gas gauge-yes,
she could wait until the cool of the evening to wrestle
the can of extra gas over to the fill tube-and drove
away.
The road got rougher, and disappeared entirely as
she drove up into the hills. Kelley kept the jeep going
for a short distance at a walking pace, lumbering over
rocks and crawling past drop-offs, using a dry stream
bed for herpath. Thefamiliar problems of gettinga jeep
over rough ground were a welcome change.
Suddenly she stopped. Ahead of her, the rocks
looked like stone mushrooms crowdedclosely together
by the hills on either side. There was certainly no
ques.tion of driving through that before nightfall, or of
finding a way around it! Besides, it made some
wonderful photographs. Even if she never found
another unicorn, even if all she'd seen was a mutant
goat, she'd get something out of this trip.
Whistling happily, Kelley dug a couple of rolls of
spare film out of the insulated box and set off on foot.
The play of shapes and colors was fantastic. There
could be an entire medieval bestiary here in the
weathered rocks and slanting light.
She worked for over two hours, using mostly her
normal lens and occasionallya telephoto. Somepeople,
she knew, did all sorts of special effects; for her, the
desert itself provided all the weirdness she wanted.
Fortu.nately,some publishersshared her opinion.

)
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Several times she almost thought she saw the
unicorn again, or at least a glimpse of mane or tail, and
once the bright glint of his horn. It was always something else -the fine thin leaves of desert grass catching
the light, a quartz line in the sandstone, a twisted
branch of juniper.
Ah well; Kelley thought Back to sanity. Maybe it
was a mutant goat. Yet she continued following the
illusory sightings until the moon began to rise.
Oh lord, rock scrambling by moonlight, Kelley
thought I haven't done anything quite'this dumb in a
long time. She was picking her way over a tumble of
scree when she heard a scrabbling sound.
She froze for a moment, then moved forward a step.
The noises recurred. She waited, listening.
Something was trapped up there. Kelley shifted her
camera strap around into a crosswise carry, tight
against her body, and began to climb.
·
Flipped out completely, commented a part of her
mind. Rock climbing in the dusk tohelpwhatmayvery
well be a mountain lion or a coyote, neither of them
wanting any help from you. Kelley went on climbing.
The rocks were less weathered here, the slopes less
steep. Soon she was able to look down into a narrow
"v" in the rocks.
It was no mountain lion or coyote caught there. It
was a smaller version of the unicorn she'd seen before,
and it had one hoof trapped in the scree.
It crossed her mind that she could capture the beast,
could possibly cart it back in the back of the Commando -it wasn't large. And it would bring a very large
amount of money.
Kelley swore softly, disgusted at herself. Put that in
a cage somewhere? Hell, she didn't need the money
that badly. She did want photographs, though. Surely
there was no harm in that, if she worked quickly."
When Kelley let herself down into the rocks, the
beast backed and shrilled in panic. Finding that useless,
it lowered its head and tried to threaten her with its
small horn-bud.
"Take it easy," she murmured. "Don't panic. I'm
trying to help."
The embryonic horn was no danger, but those
hooves looked to be another matter. Still, it was too
narrow through here to give the little beast much room
to cause trouble.
Kelley sidled closer. The foreleg was caught in loose
rock, not wedged into a cleft; that was a blessing. If she
could just get around and shift that outer rock ...
Some delicate balancing on the scree, a long step
across to firmer footing, a crouch and a stretch, and she
was there. "Easy, easy," she murmured, taking hold of
the unicorn's leg to keep it from cutting itself on the
rocks in its struggles. Her hand circled the foreleg
easily. One-handed, she tilted rocks and pulled them
away until she had made a space around the hoof.
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Then, moving as quickly as she dared, she let go of the
leg and scrambled away.
The unicorn leaped free, turned inside its own
length, and raced up the slope with hardly a stumble.
Its hooves rang on the rocks with the same clear, bright
sound that she had heard before.
Kelley also recognized thesound thatfollowed. The
colt had started a rockslide. She leaped for the over. hanging shelf and clung kicking frantically, trying to
clamber over the top before the rocks hit her.
The first few bounded past beneath her. There was
neither time nor need to look.and see how closely the
rest followed. Kelley strained to get one leg far enough
over the top of the shelf to give herself some leverage.
Then the main slide hit. Much of it passed underneath her, but small rocks, flung higher than the rest,
struck her back and arms. Kelley felt a sharp pain at the
back of her skull and lost consciousness.
The sun was rising when she regained it. She lay
quietly for a moment, rejoicing at being alive. Then she
moved, tentatively at first, expecting to find broken
bones somewhere. No, everything seemed to work
more less as it should. Everything in her own body, at
least; the camera was a lost cause. God knew what
condition the film was in.
Still, she had seen another unicorn. She'd even
touched it With any luck, it had gotten back to its
mother safely.
Lord, she was thirsty. Her luck still held; not only
was the canteen still attached to her belt, but there was
a little water in it. She swallowed a little, and fought
down the nausea that followed.
Now to find her way back to the jeep. Oh, this was
going to be a rough one. Shakily, limping a little, Kelley
picked her way across the slide path. She wanted to
leave that as soon as possible.
She'd need to follow a more direct path back than
she'd followed coming out, though the terrain
wouldn't allow much straight-line travel. This would
all be a lot easier if her head didn't ache so much. She'd
strained a muscle in one leg, too.
She went as long as she could manage between sips
of water, but it still ran out before she had even sighted
the Jeep. Somewhere around noon, she crouched dizzily in the shade of a juniper and tried to figure out
what to do.
Searching for water was risky, but if she didn't get
some liquid soon she was going to faint. "Why couldn't
you have been a prickly pear?" she asked the juniper.
You were supposed to be able to dig down near
plants and let soil moisture trickle in -except that she
had nothing to dig with and nowhere near enough time
to sit and wait for what little water this soil might hold.
Well, if there was any water, it was likely to be at the
bottom of the valley. Too bad the stone mushrooms .
were thickest there; it made it so hard to keep track of

directions. She'd just have to be very careful to keep
heading south once she reached the bottom. At least the
overhangs would give some shade.
Kelley was glad of that shade as the afternoon wore
on. She did find a small clump of prickly pear growing

by what had once been a pond; the leaves gave a little
moisture.
How could it be taking this long to get back? She
knew she wasn't moving very fast, but surely she
wasn't down to less than half of last night's speed.
She'd taken time to take pictures then.
Maybe it-was at least cool over there where several
mushrooms were still joined at the top. There was even
some greenery showingbetweenthe stone columns.
And therewas water. Kelleykneltbeside it,scooped
up a handful -and spat it out immediately. It was so
alkalinethat her tongue felt burned after even that brief
contact. She lay down and wept, knowing she was
losing water in those tears and not caring.
Then she heard it again, a clear ringing sound,softer
than beforebut very close. The unicorn looked gravely
back at her when she raised her head.
She stayed where she was, propped up on one
elbow. Seeing it now when it was not enraged or
frightened,she could tell that it was even more lovely
than she'd known. The eyes were a clear blue-green.

The forehead above them was wide, tapering down to
a muzzle more delicate than any Arabian's.The hooves
shonelikeadiamond-dustmirror;theiredgesglearned
like knives. And the spiraling horn gleamed and shimmered all along its length.
"Beautiful one," she said softly. "Can you purify
water? Will you? I helped your baby."
The unicorn advanced to the edge of the pool and
dipped its horn into the water. It stayed there motionless for several long moments. Suddenly it raised its
head and wheeled, with a scream th.at sounded like
laughter, to disappear among the rocks.
The water tasted more pure than any Kelley had
ever tasted in her life. She made herself drink slowly,
feeling the water soaking in like life itself.
Days later, after a white-knuckled drive into Ft.
Hinton and a dull drive home, Kelley met Ed in Carson
Springs. Over pizza at The SquaredPi, he returned her
photograph.
"It's very skillfully done," he said. ''I just don't have
much use for this sort of thing. One of the fantasy
calendar publishers might Did you ever manage to
capture that illusion again?"
Kelley smiled. "Now, Ed, how can I capture an
illusion?"

THE SEMINAR
by George EgonHatvary
Perhaps the idea was on the foolishly sentimental
side, but it did not seem so when it was first brought
up. We were members of a small seminar in Poe, and
when at the end of one of our sessions someone said
that we ought to celebratePoe's coming birthday by
having dinner in his honor, Professor Dixon's reaction
was favorable, and which one of us could have failed
to appreciate the great scholar's willingness to meet us
socially? We promptly appointed Leon Jarvis, one of
the first supporters of the idea, as a one-man committee
to make the arrangements. When a week later he
reported that he had reserved a banquet room at the
Hotel Taylor we gave Jarvis --in reality, Professor
Dixon- applause.
·
We were a congenial group. Possibly, we were excessively interested in biography at the expense of
criticism, but this seemed unavoidable in light of
Professor Dixon'sown work. His recent Life of Poe was
a great event in Poe scholarship, superseding Quinn's
biography, which had reigned as the definitive work
for nearly fifty years. Our topics reflected our inspira-

tion. We were investigating such subjects as the stormy
relationship between the young Poe and his foster
father John Allan; Poe's supposedly diabolic literary
executor, Griswold; and Poe's marriage to his child
wife, Virginia.
Poe's birthday happened to fall on a seminar night,
and we arrived in class in a festive mood. Our dinner
reservation was for eight o'clock so that we would have
a somewhat shorter session than usual. We began with
research reports. Someone had just enumerated instances of irrational behavior on Poe's part, and Professor
Dixon was in the process of explaining that Poe's alcoholism was the allergic type-a chemical revolt of the
body against the smallest intake of alcohol- when the
stranger madehis soft entrance into the room. We were
all absorbed in the professor's remarksand hardly paid
attention to the opening and closing of the door. Students sometimes enter the wrong classroom. But on
glancing up I noticed that someone was still standing
at the door. The professor'svoice faltered,stopped,and
by now we were staring mesmerized at the dark-clad
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